THE SECOND AFTERNOON

and all this will come to be nothing more perhaps than a
bad dream. Do you hear me ? "

" Are you going to kill this German ? " she asked, her
eyebrows meeting in a frown. " If he must be killed,
let me kill him. Oh, I am very quick with a knife,
because I am living with Zozo once, and he has taught
me many things with a knife. He was a very good
prestidigitator. He was put so outside the theatre. Le
grand Zozo, he was always put."

" No, I don't want to kill him," Waterlow said with a
smile. And then feeling that if he smiled he might lose
the advantage he had gained, he resumed that intense
voice in which he had been giving her instructions. " I
am not going to tell you what I want to do. But I must
know when he leaves you, and before he goes he must
somehow spend the time with you. Whatever time he
wants you, you must take him."

" But if he is wanting me in the afternoon ? "

" Why, then you must take him in the afternoon."

" And how shall I do if he is making me late for my
song and dance ? "

He adjusted himself to the serious consideration of
this problem of theatrical etiquette.

" I'm afraid you'll have to be late, that's all It
won't matter very much if you're going to England,
will it?"

She smiled wanly.   And then another doubt seized her.

"What will Arthur be saying if I am with this
German ? "

" Arthur will know that you are working for England.
He, too, is working here for England."

She nodded to herself.   Then she put out a quick hand.